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below the words : " His memory will live for ever." In another cell prisoners had written last messages before being executed. One man had named the man who denounced him—a certain death warrant. Before leaving, the Germans were said to have hurled the Greek gaoler to his death in a well of the building where one could see rats crawling in the odious mess.
Jellicoe, who was promoted to full colonel, was now given command of a mixed force of about a thousand to march to Salonika. He said that correspondents could accompany him provided they were willing to lend a hand when required. Although memories of the Megara ammunition collecting filled me with some misgivings, I offered to go. Later, I changed my mind. The offer of a lift to Rome in an American aircraft presented itself. I needed some clothing, and, besides, I now had information that Capell was arriving in a day or two. If the office wanted it, I thought, I could easily return. We correspondents had the habit of hopping from country to country as from station to station on the Underground. It gave one the impression that after the war Greece would be as near London as, say, Scotland, and I gave many promises of returning, forgetting that there would be barriers of money and restricted holidays.
Before I left there were already signs that the peace and rejoicing would not last long. There had been many hints of the fierce fratricidal hates simmering in the general ferment, though it was exceedingly difficult for an Englishman to grasp the reasons. In some of the villages through which we passed men had pushed through the crowds to whisper into my ear conspiratorial warnings about the Elas organisation. I wrote, on October 12: "In the chaotic political and administrative situation existing today in Athens the possibility of a coup d'dtat by Elas cannot be ruled out. Elas has Communist tendencies, but is by no means 100 per cent Communist."
One night in Athens, John Nixon of the B.B.C. and I were dining with a Greek family and a young woman expressed to us what our arrival had meant. " Last night," she said, " was the first for many months when my sleep overrefused toa pitiful wreck.—the only person whose clothing matchedvt r* v\ •» s\\ykat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
